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SYNOPSIS.

Bill Cnnnon. the bonanza klnij, and his
daughter, Rose, who had passed up Mrs.
Cornelius Ryan's ball at San Francisco to

.accompany her father, arrlvo at Antelope.
Domlnlck Ityan calls on his mother to
beg a ball Invitation for his wife, and Is

'refused The determined old lady refuses
to rccognlzo her daughter-in-la- Dom-

lnlck had been trapped Into a mnrrlago
with Bernlce Ivcrson, u stenographer,
several years his senior Sho squanders his

i money, they havo frequent quarrels, nnd
ho gllps away. Cannon and his daughter

Inro snouud in nt Anlulopo. Domlnlck
Ryan Is rescued from storm In uncon-l&clo-

condition nud brought to Antelope
.hotel. Antelope It cut off by storm, nose
'Cnnnon nurses Domlnlck bnck to life.
Two woeltB later Bernlco discovers In a
paper whero husband In and writes letter

'trying to smooth over dlulcultlcs between
(thorn. Domlnlck at last Is able to Join
'fellow snowbound prisoners In hotol par-'lo- r.

Ho loses temper over tnlk of Buford,
an tictor. After threo weeks, end of Im-

prisonment Is seen. Telegrams and mnll
arrive. Domlnlck gets letter from wife.
Tolls Hose ho doesn't lovo wife, nnd never
did. Stormbound peoplo begin to depart.

IRoso nnd Domlnlck embrnce, father sees
them and demands an explanation. Rose's
brother Ocno Is mndo manager of ranch,
and Is to get It If ho stays sober a year.

CHAPTER IX. (Continued.)
At dinner that cening Gcno was

very talkative. Ho told of his life on
.tho ranch, of Its methodical monot-
ony, of Its seclusion, for ho saw little
of his neighbors and seldom went in

,to tho town. Rose listened with eager
Interest, and tho old man with a sulky,
glowering attention. At Intervals he
shot a piercing look at his boy, eying
him sidewlse with a cogitating intent-nos- s

of observation. His remarks
were few, but Gone was so loquacious
that there was llttlo opportunity for
another voice to be heard. He prat-
tled on like a happy child, recounting
,tho minutest dotalls of his life after
the fashion of those who Hvo much
alone.
' In tho light of the crystal lamp that

spread a ruined shade of yellow silk
over tho center of tho table, he was
seen to be quite unlike his father or
"sister His Jet-blac- k hair and uniform-
ly palo skin resembled his mother's,
"but his faco in Its full, rounded con-tout-

slightly turned-u- p nose, nnd
eyebrows as thick as strips of fur,
had a heaviness Iicrs had lacked
Somo people thought him good-lookin-

and there was a sort of unusual, Latin
plcrurosqueness In tha combination of
his curly black hair, which he wore
rising up In a bulwark of waves from
his forehead, his white skin, and tho
email, dark mustache, delicate as an
cyebtow, that shaded his upper lip. It
.wns one of his father's grievances
against him that ho would have made
a pretty girl, and that his soft, affec-
tionate character would have been
quite charming In a woman. Now,
listening to him, it seemed to the
older man as if it were just the kino
of talk one might epect from Grn.
The father had difficulty in suppress-
ing a snort of derision when he heard
the young man recounting to Rose his
troubles with his Chinese cook.

Before dinner was over Gene ex-
cused himself on I he plea that he was
going toJho theater,

"I'm such a hayseed now," he said
as he rose, "that I don't want to miss
a thing. Haven't seen n play for sjx
mouths and I'm Just crazy to see any-
thing, "Monte Chrlsto," "Undo Tom's
Cabin," "East Lynne." I'm not par-
ticular, anythlng'll suit me."

"Don't you go over to San Luis?"
growled his father sulkily. "They
have plays thero sometimes, I sup-
pose."

,. , , "Oh, yes, but I'm keeping out of
harm's way. The boys in San Luis
don't understand and I'm not going to
put myself in tho way of temptation.
You know, father, I want that ranch."

He turned a laughing glance on his
father; and the old man, with a

expression, grunted
an unintelligible reply and bent over
his plato.

Ho did not ralso his head till Gene
had left the room, when, looking up,
ho leaned back in his chair and said
with a plalntlvo sigh:

"Whnt a damned fool that boy is!"
Rose was up In arms nt once.

, "Why, papa, how can you say that!
Especially when you sco how he's im-

proved. It's wonderful. He's another
. man. You can tell in a minute he's

not been drinking, ho takes suchoan
interest in everything and Is so full
of work and plans."

"Ib ho?" said her father dryly.
"Maybo so, but that don't provont him
from being a damned fool."

"You'ro' unjust to Gono. Why do
you think he's a fool?"

"Just because ho happens to be one.
You might as well ask mo why I think
tho sun rises in tho east and sets in
tho west. That's what it does, and
when I cay it does, I'm not criticizing
or complaining, I'm only stating tho
plain facts."

Rose made a murmur of protest and
ho went on.

"You'ro queor cattle, you women, I
suppose a feller could llvo in the
world a hundred years and not under-
stand you. There's Delia Ryan, for
example, tho brainiest woman I know,
cojild glvo most men cards and spades

'and peat 'em handB down. Last night
f at Rocky 3ar they wero telling mo

that bIio'b written to the operator thero
nud told him she'll got him n posi-

tion here In the Atlantic and Pacific
Cable Company, in which she's a largo
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stockholder, that'll double his salary
anil glvo him a chance he'd never
havo got in this world. Sho wants to
pay off n mortgage on a ranch Perloy
has In tho Sacramento Valley and
sho's sent Mrs. Perley a check for
five hundred dollars. Sho's offered
Wllloughby a first-rat- e Job on tho Red
Calumet group of mines near Sonora
In which Con had a controlling Inter-
est, and sho's written to tho doctor to
como down and become one of tho
house physicians of tho St. Fllomena
Hospital, which sho practically runs.
She's ready to do all this because of
what they did for Domlnlck, and yet
sho, his own mother, won't give tho
boy n cent and keeps him on starva-
tion wages, Just because sho wants to
splto his wife."

Ho looked at his daughter across
tho tablo with narrowed eyes. "What
have you got to say for yourself after
that, young woman?" he demanded.

Rose had evidently nothing to say.
Sho raised her eyebrows and shook
her head by way of reply. Her faco,
In tho flood of lamplight, looked pale
and tired. Sho was ovldently distrait
and depressed; a very different-lookin-g

Rose from tho girl ho had taken
away with him four weeks earlier.
He regarded her for an anxiously-contemplativ- e

moment and then said:
"What's tho matter? Seems to mo

you look sort'er peaked."
"I?" sho queried with a surprised

start. "Why, I'm qulto well."
"Well's you were before you went

up to tho mines?"
A color camo-- Into her checks and

she lowered her eyes:
"I'm n llttlo tired, I think, and that

always makes me look pale. It was
a hard sort of trip, all those hours in
the sleigh, and that hotel at Rocky
Car was a dreadful place. I couldn't
sleep. There was a cow somewhere
near It sounded as If It were In the
next room and tho roosters all be-
gan to crow in the middle of the night.
I'll bo all right

Her father drew his coffee-cu- p

toward him and dropped in a lump of
sugar. No word, had passed between
him nnd his daughter as to the scene
ho had witnessed two days before in
tho parlor of Perley's Hotel. She was
ignorant of the fact that ho had seen
it and he intended that she should re-

main ignorant of It. But tho next
morning he had had an Interview .with
Domlnlck Ryan, in which the young
man, confronted with angry questions
and goaded past reserve by shame and
pain, had confessed the misery of his
marriage and the love that in an un-
guarded moment had slipped beyond
"is control.

Cannon had said little to him. Be-
yond telling him that he must not
seo Miss Cannon again, his comments
on Dominick's confessions had been
brief and l. It'wns not

M

Before Dinner Was Over Gene Ex- -

cused Himself

his business to preach to Delia Ry-

an's boy, and a largo experience of
men had given hlra p. pra'ptlcally lim-
itless toleranco of any and nil lapses
of which tho human animal Is capable.
They only concerned hlra as they bore
on his own affairs. In this particular
case they did bear on his affairs, close-
ly and Importantly, on the affair of
all others dearest and nearest to him

tho happiness of hla daughter. Ho
know that In this threo weeks of im-
prisonment sho had qomo to feel for
Domlnlck Ryan a sentiment she had
never beforo felt for uny man. Ho
had seen her in tho , young man's
arms, and, knowing Roso as he know
hor, that wbb enough.

Driving down from Antelope In tho
sleigh ho thought about It hard, hard-
er than ho had over before In his life
thought of any sentimental complica-
tion. Ho was enraged coldly and
grimly enraged that his girl should
havo stumbled into such a pitfall. But
It was not his habit to wnsto tlino and
forco In tho indulgence of profitless
anger. Tho thing had happened,
Roso, who had been courted many
tlmea and never warmed to moro than
pity for her unsuccessful suitors, had
suddenly, by a fateful, unpremeditated
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chanco, mot hor matn tho man sho
lowed. And tho mort maddening part
of It vns that ho was tho man of nil
others her fnthor would havo choson
for hor had such a cholco been pos-sibl-

Ho bit on hlB clgnr, turning It over
between hla teeth, and looked Bldo-wls- o

nt her as alio sat silent in tho
sleigh besldo him. Sho was unques-
tionably pnlo, palo and listless, hor
body wrappod In enveloping furs, sunk
In an attitude of weariness, hor eyes
full of dejected roverle. Even to his
blindly-gropin- maBculino perceptions
her distrait looks, her dispirited si-

lence, told of melancholy preoccupa-
tion. Sho was not happy his Roso,
who, If sho hnd wanted it and ho could
havo bought, begged or Btolen It,
would have had tho moon.

t, In hor white dreSB, tho
mellow radiance of tho lamp throw-
ing out her figure against the shadowy
richness of tho dining-roo- walls, sho
boro tho same appearance of despon-
dency. Hor luster was dimmed, her
delicate skin had lost Its dazzling, sep-

arated bloom of pink and white, her
glnnco was absent and unresponsive
Never, slnco tho death of hor mother,
now ten years back, had ho seen her
when It was so obvlouB that sho har-
bored an inner, unexpressed Bcnso of
trouble.

"I guess the city's the best place for
you," he said. "Roughing It don't
soem to suit you if cows and chickens
keep you awako nil night. I've soon
tho time when the hotel at Rocky Bar
would havo been considered the top
notch of luxury. I wish you could see
the places your mother lived In when
I first took her up here. You're a
spoiled girl, Rose Cannon."

"Who spoiled me, I wonder?" sho
said, looking at him with a gleam of
humor in her eyes.

"We're not calling names
he answered, "anyway, not since
Gene's gono. All my desire to throw
things and bo ugly vanishes when that
boy gets out. So tho noises at Rocky
Bar kept you awako?"

"Yes, and I was wakeful, anywny."
She looked down at her cup, stir-

ring her coffee. He thought she ap-

peared conscious and said:
"What made you wakeful, . guilty

conscience?"
"Guilty conscience!" sho repeated

in a tone that was full of indignant
surprlso. "Why should I have a guilty
conscience?"

"Lord knows! Don't fire off these
conundrums at mo. I don't know all
your secrets, honey."

She did not answer. Ho glanced
furtively at hor nnd saw that her face
had flushed. He took a cigar from
tho box the butler had set at his el-

bow and bit off the end.
"How should I know the secrets of

a young lady like you? A long time
ago, perhaps, I used to, after your
mother died and you were my little
Rosey, fourteen years old. Lord, how
cunning you were then! Just begin-
ning to lengthen out, a little woman
and n little girl, both in one. You
didn't have secrets in those days or
wakeful nights either."

Ho applied a match to the end of
the cigar and drew at It, his ears
strained for his daughter's reply. Sho
again made none and he shot a quick
glance at her. She was still stirring
her coffee, her eyebrows drawn to-

gether, her eyes on the swirl of brown
in the cup. Ho settled himself in his
chair, a bulky figure, his clothes
ribbed with creases, his head low be-
tween his shoulders, and a reek of
cigar smoke issuing from his lips.

"How'd you like It up there, any
way?"

"Up whore?"
"Up at Antelope. It waB a sort of

strange, new experience for you."
"Oh, I liked It so much I loved part

of it. I liked tho people much better
than tho people down here, Mrs. Per-
ley, and Cora, and Perloy, and Wll-
loughby did you ever know a nicer
man than Wllloughby? and Judgo
Washburne. Ho was a real gentle-
man, not only In his manners but
down in his heart. And even Perley's
boy, he was so natural and awkward
and honest. I felt different from what
I do here, moro myself, Jess as if out-
side things were influencing me to do
things I didn't always like to do or
mean to do. I felt as if I were doing
just what I ought to do it's hard to
express it as if I wero being true."

'"Oh," said her father with a falling
inflection which had a sound of sig-
nificant comprehension.

"Do you know what I mean?" sho
asked.
' "I can make a sort of guess at It."

Ho puffed his cigar for a moment,
then took It from his mouth, eyed the
lit end, and said:

"How'd you like Domlnlck Ryan?
You haven't said anything about him."

Her v,oIco, In answering, sounded
low and careful. She spoke slowly, as
If considering hor words:

"I thought he wna very nice, and
good-lookin- too. He's not a bit like
Cornelia Ryan, or hla mother, either.
Cornelia has such red hair."

"No, looks llko the old man, Good
deal llko him In character, too. Con
Ryan was tho best feller In tho world,
but not hard enough, not ouough grit.
His wife had It though, had enough
for both. If, It hadn't been for her,
Con would never have amounted to
anything too soft and good-nature- d,

and tho boy's llko him."
'Ilow?1' Sho raised her' head and

looked directly at him, her lips slight-
ly parted,

"Soft, too, Just tho same way, soft-
hearted. An easy mark for any one
with a hard-luc- story and not too
many scruples. Why did ho marry
that woman? I don't know anything
about It, but I'd llko to bot sho saw
tho stuff he was made of and cried
and teaeed and nagged till sho got
him to do it."

"I don't oco that hocould havo done
anything oIbo."

"That's n woman's a young girl's
vlow. That's tho vlow Domlnlck him-
self probably took. It's tho sort of
.Idea you might oxpoct him to have,
Bomothlng ornamental and impracti-
cal, that's nil right to keep In tho cup-
board and tako out and dust, but that
don't do for ovary-da- y ubo. That sort
of thing 1b nil very woll for a girl,
but It doesn't do for a man. It's not
for this world and our times. Maybo
It was all right when a follor went
round In armor, fighting for unknown
damsels, but It won't go In California

Tho woman was a working
woman, alio wasn't any green girl.
Sho earned her living In an ofllco full
of men, nnd I guoBS thero wasn't
much sho didn't know. Sho saw
through Domlnlck and gathered htm
In. It's all very well to bo chival-
rous, but you don't want to bo a con-
founded fool."

"Are you a 'confounded fool when
you're doing whnt you think right?"

"It depends on what you think right,
honey. If it's going to break up your
life, cut you off from your kind, mako
an outcast of you from your own
folks, nnd a poverty-stricke- n outcast
nt that, you'ro a confounded fool to
think It's right. You oughtn't to let
yourself think so. Thnt kind of a
moral attitudo is a luxury. "Women
can cutlvato It becauso they don't
have to get out In tho world and fight.
They keep Indoors and get taken care
of, and the queer Ideas they have
don't hurt anybody. But men "

Ho stopped, realizing that perhapB
ho was talking too frankly. He had
long known that Roso harbored theso
.Utopian theories on duty and honor,
which ho thought very nice and pretty
for her and which went grncefully
with her character ns a sheltered,
cherished, and unworldly maiden. It
was his .desire to see what effect the
conversation was having on her that
made him deal so unceremoniously
with Ideals of conduct which wero all
very well for BUI Cannon's daughter
but wero ruinous for Domlnlck Ryan.

"If you live In the world you've got
to cut your cloth by its measure," ho
continued. "Look at that poor devil,
tied to a woman that's not going to
let him go if sho can help It, that ho
doesn't enre for "

"How do you know ho doesn't caro
for her?" The Interruption enmo in
a tone of startled surprise and Rose
stared at him, her eyes wide with It.

For a moment the old man was at
a loss. Ho would havo told any Ho
rather than have let her guess his
know ledge of tho situation and tho in-

formation given him by Domlnlck. He
realized that his zeal had mndo him
Imprudently garrulous, and, gazing
at her with a slightly stupid expres-
sion, said in a low tone of

"Well, that's my Idea. I guessed it.
I've heard one thing and another hero
and there and I've come to tho con-
clusion that there's no love lost be-

tween them. It's the natural outcome
of tho situation, anyway."

"Yes, perhaps," she murmured. She
placed her elbow on the tablo and
pressed the tips of her fingers against
her cheek. Her hand and arm, re-

vealed by her loose laco sleeve, looked
as If cut out of Ivory.

"And then," went on he'r father re-
morselessly, "the results of being a
confounded fool don't stop right there.
That's one of the worst things of al-

lowing yourself the luxury of foolish-
ness. They go on roll right along
llko a wheel started on a down-hil- l

grade. Some day that boy'll meet tho
right woman tho ono he really wants,
tho one that belongs to him. He'll
bo able to stand It all right till then.
And then he'll realize just what he's
done and what he's up against, and
things may happen."

The smoke wreaths were thick in
front of his face, and peering through
them he saw tho young girl movo her
fingers from her cheek to her fore-
head, where she gently rubbed them
up and down.

"Isn't that about tho size of.lt?" he
queried, when sho did not answer.

"Yes, maybe," sho said In a voice
that sounded muffled.

"It'll be a pretty tough proposition
and it's bound to happen. A decent
feller like that is just tho man to fall
in lovo. And he'd be good to ,a wom-
an, he'd make her happy. Ho'b a
good husband lost for some nico girl."

Rose's fingers ceased moving across
her forehead. Her hand rested thero,
shading her eyes. For a moment tho
old man his vision precipitated Into
the wretchodneBS of
Domlnlck Ryan's position forgot her,
and ho said In a hushed voice, of feel-
ing:

"By God, I'm sorry for tho poor
boy!"

His daughter roso suddenly with a
rustling of crushed silks. , The sound
brought him back in an instant and ho
leaned over tho arm of his chair, his
cigar In his left hand, his right wav-
ing tho cmoko wreaths from before
his faco. Rose's hand, pressing her
crumpled napkin on the tablo, shono
pink In the lamplight, her shoulder
gleamed white through Its laco cover-
ing, but her face was avorted.

"Going up now?" ho aBkod, leaning
still farther over tho chair-ar- to see
her beyond the lamp's wide shade.

Sho appeared not to hear and moved
toward tho door.

"Going to bod alieady, Rosey?" ho
asked In a louder key.

"Yes, I'm tired," her voice camo a
little hoarse and sho did not look at
him. At the doorway eho stopped, hor
hand on the edge of tho portlore, and
without turning, cleared hor throat
and Bald: "Tho cow nnd tho chickens
woro too much for mo. I'm too sleepy
to talk any more, Good night, papa."

"Good night, Rosoy," ho anawered,
Tho portiere fell' softly behind hor,

and her footfall was lost In tho thick-nos- s

of tho carpets. Though ho had
not seen her faco, her father bad an
alarming, and almost terrifying idea,
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thnt his darling had left tho table In
tears.

Ho Bat on for some tlmo, stonily mo-

tionless, snvo for tho movement of
his lips as ha puffed out clouds of
smoke. Tho soft-foote- d Bcrvnnts,
coming to clear tho tablo, fled before
bin growled command to "got but nnd
lot mo nlono." As ho smoked ho
looked straight before htm with
fixed, unwinking oyes, Ills face set
In furrows of thought. At long In-

tervals ho stirred In his chair,
llko an Inert, heavy nulmal,

and now and then he omitted a short
sound, llko n grunted comment on
somo thought, which, by Its biting
suddenness, seemed to forco an ejac-
ulation out of him.

CHAPTER X.

Domlnlck Comos Home.
Threo dnys after tho return of the

Cannons, Domlnlck Ryan also came
homo. IIohad answered Berny's let-to- r

tho day tho Cannons left, n few
hours after that Interview with the
Bonanza King, In which, driven to
bay by tho old man's questions, he
had torn the veil from hlB married
lifo.

After that thero was a period of
several hours when he Bat In his room
thinking over what had happened. It
seemed to him that ho had played
a dastardly part. He saw himself a
creature of monumontal, gross selfish-
ness, who had cajoled a young girl,
in a moment of- - softness and senti-
ment, Into an action which had done
nothing but distress and humiliate
her. He, who should havo boon tho
strong ono, hnd been weak. It was
ho who should havo seen how things
were going; he, the married man, who
hnd allowed himself to feel and to
yield to a lovo that ought to havo been
hidden forever In his own heart.

He felt that It would bo a' sort of
expiation to go back to his wife. That
was where he belonged. Rose muBt
never again cross Mb path, havo a
placo in his thoughts, or float, a soft
beguiling image, in his memory. He
had a wife. No matter what Berny
was, she was tho woman he had mar
ried. Sho had not deceived him. It
was ho who had done her a wrong,
nnd he owed her a reparation.

In his raw state, hla nerves still
thrilling with tho memory of that mo-

ment's embrace, ho saw Berny from
her own point of view.- - Ho lost tho
memory of tho complacent mistress In
tho plcturo of the unloved wlfo, on
whoso side there was much to be Bald.
Morbidness colored hla vision nnd ex-

aggerated his sense of culpability. It
sho had an ugly temper, had It not
been excited, f and aggravated by
the treatment bi.e had received from
hla family? If they had maintained
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"How'd You Llko Domlnlck Ryan?

a different attitudo toward her, tho
poor girl might havo been qulto a
pleasant, easy-goin- g person. In all
other ways sho had been a good wife.
Since their marriage, no other man
had ever won a glance from her. She
had often enough assured Domlnlck
of that fact, and ho, for IiIb part, knew
It to be true. Sho had struggled to
keep a comfortable homo on their
small Income. If she was not congon-la- l

to him It hor companionship waa
giowing dally moro disagreeable was
it all hor fault? Ho had known hor
well beforo ho married her, bIx months
of tho closest intimacy had mado him
acquainted with every folblo of hor
character. It was no story of a youth
beguiled nnd deceived by a mature
woman In tho unequal duel of a drawing-

-room courtship,
Her lotter Intensified hla condition

of chafed and Irritated
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his soreness of ohnmo till it rcnme &

weight of guilt. It alBO stirred nfrosh
tho pUy, which was tho strongest feel-
ing ho had for her. It wna tho ton-deres- t,

the most womnnly lottor, Ber-
ny hnd over written him. A note of
real nppeal Bounded through It. Sho
had humiliated herself, asked his par-
don, besought of him to roturn. An
ho thought of It, tho Vision of hor
alone in tho flat, bcroft of friends,
dully dovoid of any occupation, scorn-
ful of hor old companions, fawnlngly
desirous of making now oiicb who re-
fused to know her, smoto him) with
an almost sickening senso of Its s.

Ho felt sorry for her not
nlono becauso of her position, but be-

cause of what sho was, what hor own
disposition hnd made her. Sho would
nover chonge, hor limitations woro
fixed. Sho would go on longlng'fqr
the snmo fleah-pot- a to tho end, believ-
ing thnt they represented tho hlgheat
and best.

Berny had realized that her lotter
waa a skillful and) moving production,
but sho did not know that It was to
gain n hundredfold In porsuaslvo
power by falling on a guilty con
science. It put an end to Dominick's
rovolt. It quenched tho laBt sparks of
the mutinous Tago which had taken
him4 to Antelope. That sama after-
noon In his frigid bedroom at tho ho-

tel, he answered It. His reply was
short, only a few lines. In these ho
stated that ho would be back on tho
following Saturday, tho tenderness of
hlB - injured foot making an earlier
move impossible.

Tho letter reached Berny Friday
and threw her into a state of febrile
excitement. Her deadly dread of Dom-inlck'- B

returning to hla family had
nover qulto died out. It kept recur-
ring, swooping In upon her in moods
of depression, and making her feel
chilled and frightened. Now she knew
he was coming back to her, evidently
not lovingly disposed tho letter was
too terse and cold for that but, at
any rato, he was coming home. Once
there, she would set all her wits to
work, use every art of which sho was
mistress, to mako him forget tho
quarrel and enter In upon a new era
of swcot reasonableness and mutual
consideration.

Sho set about this by cleaning the
house and buying new curtains for tho
sitting-room- . Such purifications and
garnishments would havo agreeably
impressed her on a home-comin- g and
she thought they would Domlnlck. In
the past year sho had become) much
more extravagant than she had been
formerly, a characteristic which had
arisen in her from a state of rasped
Irritation against the restricted means
to vchich Mrs. Ryan's rancor con-
demned her. Sho was quite heavily
in debt to various tradespeople and
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to dressmakers and mllllncJts she
owed 8um3 thnt would havo astounded
her husband had ho known of them.
This did not provont her from still
further celebrating IiIb return by or-
dering a now dres3 In which jto gceet
him and n new hat to wear tho first
time they went out together, How
sho was to pay for theso adornments,
sho did not know nor care. Tho occa-
sion was so Important that it excused
any extravagance, and Berny, In ii

love ofl
passion. vac I,

whoso pinched, dry naturo
dross was a predominant
glad to have n reason for adding now
glories to her wardrobe.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Poor Rich.
Sometimes poverty consists In just

feeding tho pear. Half tho millionaires
in tho country don.'t know how muob
they aro worlh. Atluntio ConntUyAlon.
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